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Enter MATREVIS and GURNEY

MATREVIS : Gurney, I wonder the king dies not,
Being in a vault up to the knees in water,
To which the channels of the castle run,
From whence a damp continually ariseth,
That were enough to poison any man,
Much more a king, brought up so tenderly.

GURNET : And so do I, Matrevis ; yesternight
I open'd but the door to throw him meat,
And I was almost stifled with the savour.

MATREVIS : He hath a body able to endure
More than we can inflict : and therefore now
Let us assail his mind another while.

GURNEY : Send for him out thence, and I will
him.

Then Mortimer, the Queen's favourite, sends
murderer with a message in Latin, carefully phrased
that it may be read in two ways. The gaolers ha
little difficulty in deciding what to do, more partic
larly as a postscript clearly enjoins that the messeng
(Lightborn) shall himself be put to death afterward

KING EDWARD : Who's there ? what light is that

wherefore com'st thou ?
UGHTBORN : To comfort you, and bring you joyftt

news.
K. EDW. : Small comfort finds poor Edward in th

looks :

Villain, I know thou com'st to murder me.
LIGHT. : To murder you, my most gracious lord ?
Far is it from my heart to do you harm.